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*What a sigh was there!"' quoted John. 'The heart ib surely
charged."
Mr. Evans sighed again.
''Whose is not?" he muttered.
Sam was now lost in heavy ponderings, as he stared at the
brown-paper parcel containing Saint Augustine which he had
tossed down on the grass when he began searching for that speci-
men of moss.
His was not a nature to be carried away by any sudden idea.
The feelings that had been fomenting within him of late had only
been stirred up. They had not been created by his passion for
Nell. But the giriTs having gone back to Zoyland's bed had been
a shock to his deepest pride; and by his new gesture of complete
renunciation he was, in some subtle way, recovering his threatened
life-illusion.
As for Mr. Evans a most singular idea had just entered that
Roman skull under the Jewish-comedian black hat. \Hiy should
he himself not play the part of the Crucified in the blasphemous
mummery of this mountebank?
In the agitation of this thought Mr. Evans actually took off hi*
bowler hat and standing up on his feet stretched out his arms in
the manner of a crucified person. That one of his hands held his
hat while he did this was nothing to him. He was startled by the
magnetic wave of emotion that poured through him as he made
this sudden gesture.
Sam did not notice what he was doing. John thought he had
got cramped and was stretching himself.
Mr. Evans let his arms drop and addressed John in an eager
voice.
"I'll go over to your terrace. Crow," he said, "and play the
Crucified for you; so that you can see how it looks."
John was delighted with this offer.
"Isn't.that splendid!" he cried in a high-pitched tone. "Bravo!
That's the very idea! How decent of you, Evans! What a good
thought!"
Sam regarded this transaction with a very uneasy eye. If he
found it hard to say the Creed with the simplicity of his father,